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noon, and again at six o'clock, a good meal awaited
you on Siron's table. The whole of your accommoda-
tion, set aside that varying item of the estrats, cost you
five francs a day; your bill was never offered you until
you asked for it; and if you were out of luck's way,
you might depart for where you pleased and leave it
pending.

** Theoretically, the house was open to allcomers;
practically, it was a kind of club. The guests protected
themselves, and, in so doing, they protected Siron.
Formal manners being laid aside, essential courtesy
was the more rigidly exacted; the new arrival had to
feel the pulse of the society; and a breach of its unde-
fined observances was promptly punished, A man
might be as plain, as dull, as slovenly, as free of speech
as he desired; but to a touch of presumption or a word
of hectoring these free Barbizonians were as sensitive
as a tea-party of maiden ladies* I have seen people
driven forth from Barbizon; it would be difficult to say
in words what they had done, but they deserved their
fate. They had shown themselves unworthy to enjoy
these corporate freedoms; they had pushed themselves;
they had ' made their head'; they wanted tact to ap-
preciate the 'fine shades* of Barbizonian etiquette.
And, once they were condemned, the process of extru-
sion was ruthless in its cruelty: after one evening with
the formidable Bodmer, the Bailly of our common-
wealth, the erring stranger was beheld no more; he
rose exceeding early the next day, and the first coach
conveyed him from the scene of his discomfiture.
These sentences of banishment were never, in my
knowledge, delivered against an artist; such would, Ias with hit
